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"There you are, running into explanation again, as if explanation
can help anybody. The facts may be right but the explanations are nearly
always wrong because they have to be in terms of our limited intelligence.
Think of the explanations that used to satisfy our ancestors. Even a child
would see through them now. Ellen Terry thought that when Watts
kissed her, she was going to have a child, and she was no fool, for many
a graduate of Oxford and Cambridge knew nothing about birth or sex
and many knew too much which is equally bad. And as to dealing with
servants, that's an art in itself, which I am learning late in life to my
cost. Charlotte trusted her servants, even though she knew that they would
take advantage of it. But they didn't, not to any great extent. I have had
a long life as far as present lives go, and when I look back, I can't think
of many occasions when I have been overcheated. I always allow a wide
margin of deceit, I expect it and sometimes I am pleasantly surprised.
You will find that whatever these people take in theft, they treat as
honest gains. A friend of mine invented a contraption which would make
it impossible for conductors of horse-buses to cheat in the collection of
fares. But what was the result? The conductors went on strike because
they could not live without the extras which they had allowed themselves.
There are people who think that they are deceiving me, but I prefer to
be innocent and treat them as such, poor people."
He walked with me to the gate, but it was so dark, that I saw him
back again into the house. As we stood, looking at the peaceful sky,
I asked.
"Do you believe in the planetary law of distances in the relation of
people to one another?"
"Most certainly. It is dangerous to get too close to people."
A world-famous philosopher came, sat down and talked. He said:
"The intellectual man cannot be satisfied with a world of perpetual
change, defeat and imperfection and must substitute the society of ideas
for that of things, of permanent principles for transitional palliatives."
I assured the philosopher that G.B.S. was thoroughly at home in a
world of perpetual change. A perfect world would be hell to him. There
would be nothing to upset. What would a doctor do without patients?
An economist without poverty, a dramatist without unhappy marriages ?
The world was in a mess and therefore was a paradise for world-
betterers.
The philosopher, being a polite gentleman with a long experience